AFTER   EVEREST
Late that evening, after a well-earned dinner, we heard
sounds of revelry in the adjoining restaurant, so we went
along to see the fun. The village was en fete, and dancing
to violins and accordion. We sat at a table and ordered
that excellent drink, zabaglione. Soon one of the lads
of the village espied his lady-love in the arms of another,
and decided to do something about it. A violent quarrel
ensued, and before you could say " knife " everybody in
the room was involved, having ranged themselves on one
side or the other. Bottles were flying about, fists and
furniture freely used, and several erstwhile revellers were
soon bruised and bleeding. We thought it wisest to go
while the going was good, and as we passed through the
now shattered glass door the landlord, disconsolate at the
damage and frightened for his licence or its equivalent,
implored us not to inform the police. Assurance was
readily given and we retired to rest. We had plans for
some of the Sella peaks on the morrow.
In due course we worked our way across several more
summits to the railway which soon brought us to Venice.
Here we rested for two days, eating ices in the Piazza di
San Marco, the most beautiful square in the world. In
the intervals between the ices we investigated the enchant-
ments of Titian, the daubs of Tintoretto, the marvels of
Carpaccio, and the sentimentalities of del Sarto in that
cathedral of art, the Accademia. This slack interlude to
a strenuous holiday ended, we endured a crowded and
comfortless journey to Milan and Grindelwald. Here we
joined Beetham, Rusk, and Brown to make a party to
explore the Oberland.
One day we tested the oxygen apparatus, which had
been modified and slightly lightened with a view to the
next Everest Expedition in 1924. We chose a way up the
Eiger which involved the maximum of cutting and kicking
steps, so as to test the balance of the apparatus and to
see to what extent it hampered our movements. We
got up all right in spite of its awkward size and thirty